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L LERA, the beautiful queen of Olympus, was a very jealous wife.

for protection. She pitied the wet little hird and hugged it close to keep
it warm, but all of 4 sudden she found herself holding mighty Zeus in her

Thus Zeus won Hera and all nature burst into bloom for their wed-
ding. Mother Earth gave the bride a little apple tree that bore golden
apples of immortality, Hera treasured the tree and planted it in the garden
of the Hesperides, her secret garden far to the west. She put a hundred-
headed dragon under the tree to guard the apples and ordered the three
Nymphs of the Hesperides to water and care for the tree,

One day as Hera looked down on earth, she spied a small dark
thundercloud where no cloud should have been. She rushed down and

strous Echidna, who had lived in a cave and had devoured all who passed
by. He was Hera’s faithful servant and the best of watchmen, for he never
closed more than half of his €yes in sleep at a time.
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Argus sat down next to the cow and watched her with all his eyes,
and poor Io had to walk on four legs and eat grass. She raised her rmournful
eyes to Olympus, but Zeus was so afraid of Hera that he did not dare to
help her. At last he could no longer bear to see her distress, and he asked
his son Hermes, the craftiest of the gods, to run down to earth and set fo
free.

Hermes disguised himself as g shepherd and walked up to Argus
playing a tune on his shepherd’s pipe. Argus was bored, having nothing
to do with 4ll his eyes but watch a little cow, and he was glad to have
music and company. Hermes sat down beside him, and after he had played
for a while, he began to tell a long and dull story. It had no beginning
and it had no end and fifty of Argus’s eyes closed in sleep. Hermes droned
on and on and slowly the fitty other eyes fell shut, one by one. Quickly
Hermes touched all the eyes with his magic wand and closed them for-
ever in eternal sleep. Argus had been bored to death.

Hermes then untied the cow, and Io ran home to her father, the
river-god Inachos. He did not recognize the cow as his daughter, and Io
could not tell him what had happened, all she could say was, “Mooo!” But
when she lifted up her little hoof and scratched her name, “I-O,” in the
river sand, her father at once understood what had happened, for he knew
the ways of Zeus. Inachos rose out of his river bed and rushed off to take
revenge on the mighty thunder-god. He flew at Zeus in such a rage that







